MOSLEM   WOMEN   OF   MOSUL
gates we see a large reception-room, in which the
master of the house is sitting holding court. We
must not look that way, as we are in native cos-
tume ; so, pulling our veils a little closer, we hurry
on till we reach the door of the hareem. This is
always kept locked; upon knocking, it is opened by
a native girl or woman, who immediately kisses our
hands or dress, then ushers us into the presence of
the khatoun. In this case the head lady of the
hareem has been a widow for some years, and is still
wearing her black mourning dress. She rises from
her place amongst the cushions on the floor as we
enter and salaams low, bidding us welcome to her
house, at the same time indicating our seats by her
side. We arrange ourselves as comfortably as possible,
sitting cross-legged in true Arab fashion. By-and-by
the daughter-in-law comes in—a frail, delicate-looking
woman, and with her a little girl, her only oluld. She
is sad because she has no boy, and is afrafd her hus-
band will divorce her on this account.
Since leaving Mosul I have heard that her fears
on this point were not groundless, for her husband
has since divorced her and taken another wife in her
place. The usual coffee is handed round by one of
the many women servants, and our hostess is very
much surprised that we will not join her in smoking
a cigarette. Sometimes there are a dozen or so
women living in the same hareem, wives of brothers,
and it is often difficult to know who is who. The
relationships are sometimes most perplexing. Even
to this day there are houses which I visit frequently,
but have not yet mastered the intricate (t connections "
of the various members of the hareem.

